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Hs Not Your Fault 


Author's Notes: 

These chapters are not in chronological order. They are written as | write them, for lack of a better 
description. This is my first "bandfic", so | am hanging on the edge of my seat! | don't usually write this kinda 
stuff, but | wanted to. | felt motivated to. So, | hope this goes over well. :-) 


It took me a minute to remember where | was. It felt as if my memory had skipped. My bedroom was dark. 
Soft sheets lay on top of me. The Stones had stopped playing on the record player. | fluffed my hair, it had 
fallen in front of my eyes. | must've fallen asleep listening to the Stones, laying in bed like this. But what the 


hell had woken me up? 


Then | heard it: a soft tapping on my window. It sounded like some weird bird in the bush outside. We did get 
some blue jays and stuff that like to nest in there. My mom hated them; she used to chase them out 
whenever she saw them. | tended to leave them alone. But there was just one little problem with my bird 
theory: the bird was human-shaped. | think. The streetlight outside my window that normally lit up my 
backyard and kept me awake had burned out and my blinds were down, so it was pitch-black out. | got out of 


bed, cursing under my breath. | knew who it was: only one person ever tapped on my window like that. 


"Jesus, Bill, way to give me a heart attack." | said sleepily, opening the blinds and window screen. It was a fairly 
warm night. "I know I'm a night owl, but even owls sleep, you know. Shit." He climbed up through the window 
wordlessly. That was about right. But then he did something unlike him: he tripped and fell on the landing. It was 
hard to see him in the dark, but | could make out his outline. | tried hard not to smirk. Dumbass.. 


He found my bed ok, because he sat down on it before | could invite him to. | sat next to him. | could hear his 
shaky breathing in the dark. My smile faded. That wasn't normal for him either. And the atmosphere in the 
room.. it changed, and | didn't like it. It was panicky, desperate, and sad. | didn't like this at all. | wanted to split. 
My heart shot up into my throat, attempting to choke me. | had to get out--- 


But | didn't. | couldn't. | had to stay, rooted to that spot next to him, feeling the heat radiating from him. | 
wanted to touch his shoulder, but changed my mind. Not now. 


"Bill? What's wrong?" | asked. | could hear him turn his head and look at me. | could feel those green eyes on 
me. | never minded their gaze; | actually kind of liked them. They glowed with a special light. It was.. kind of 
pretty. Ugh.. | was going soft. Cool, collected Jeffrey Isbell was getting spineless. 


"Same as usual" He replied. | heard fabric moving; he was wiping his eyes, | think. His voice didn't sound right 
either: it was thin, weak and rough. Not like him at all. It sounded as if he had metal in his throat, and it was 
cutting him up from the inside. | stared. 


"What happened to your voice? Why are you talking like that?" | asked. | was getting worried now. | knew what 
"usual" meant: he did or said something that his stepfather found offensive to his strong Christian laws, and 


the bastard had tried to beat it out of him. Again. 


"Oh, that.. | think I'm sick" He said, trying to clear his throat. It must've hurt, because | heard him whimper. It 
sure as fuck sounded painful. | moved closer. My heart felt heavy, and it hurt for him. It hurt to see him in 


pain and not be able to do anything about it. 


"Jesus, man." | said softly, leaning closer to him so he could still hear me. The last thing | wanted to do was 
wake up my parents. They didn't need to see this. It didn't concern them. They didn't need to know. No one did, 
just us. | reached out my hand to him, feeling his forehead. | found my heart catching in my chest, for 
reasons | didn't understand, it was like it had forgotten to beat for a second. His forehead felt really warm, a 
lot warmer than it was supposed to. It was so weird that | found the warmth comforting, even though it 


wasn't normal. That was supposed to be feel weird.. right? 


"Aww, man." | said quietly, hand still on his forehead. "You're running a hell of a fever." His only answer was to 
cough into his hand, trying to deaden the sound. | appreciated the consideration. "Didn't your parents take you 
to the doctor?" He laughed, a cough breaking it. 


"You're funny, Jeff. Real funny.. my dad doesn't believe in that bullshit, remember? He thinks you should just 
walk off an injury or whatever and let the Good Lord take care of it.. He said the same thing when | broke my 


leg." | shook my head. 


"Your dad needs a serious fucking reality check." | said to him. He laughed, but it must've hurt, becouse he 
stopped. It was weird, but | could actually feel his pain in my own throat for a second..and | didn't like it at all 
It scared me. Slowly, carefully, | put my arm tenderly around his shoulders. | didn't get the reaction | thought | 
was gonna get. He let out a gasp of what sounded like pain and shrugged me off of him. It felt like an electric 
shock going through me. 


"What's wrong? Did | hurt you or something, man?" He didn't answer. But | could hear his shaky breathing 
again | didn't like this. | was afraid to know.. and | was never afraid. But | swallowed hard, my stomach twisting 


itself into knots. | didn't want to know.. But | already know.. | was afraid to see.. But | turned on my lamp-- 


There he was, flame-red hair and all, burning even in the dim light. His hair was hiding his face; he was 
determined to stare holes in the floor, hiding his emerald-green eyes from me, the eyes | knew so well. He had 
on a battered and slightly scraped up button-up on; | could see little leaves from our bush outside clinging to 
it. + was open, like he'd thrown it on in a hurry. The collar of it was back off his shoulders, the label sticking 
out. He had definitely been in a big damn hurry to leave. My heart was pounding, | knew what was under his 
shirt-- a lump formed in my throat, one that was hard to swallow-My hands shaking, | grabbed the collar of 
his shirt, and slowly slid it off his shoulders-- 


Fuck. Holy fuck. Oh my fucking God. The breath was driven out of me-- 


There were bright green, yellow and blue patches all over his shoulders and the back of his neck, like someone 
had taken a marker and just colored them in there. They were splotchy, but some had shapes | recognized: 
fingerprints. Fingerprints, for fuck's sake! And they were fucking fresh. Hardly more than an hour old, maybe, 
if that. They made me feel sick to my stomach to look at them. | thought | was going to throw up. The skin 
underneath the bruises glowed in the dim light from my shitty ‘60s lamp. Perfect porcelain. | couldn't breathe, 


the air had turned to cement. 


"holy shit." was all | could say. He bowed his head even lower. His shoulders trembled with sobs. He was 
usually such a hothead, his cheeks bright red with anger, ready to spit venom. The way he looked now. this 
wasn't him.. Or was it? Maybe this was just a side of him he never showed to anyone. He talked about his 
beatings so casually, like it was fucking normal to be beaten senseless by a man who was supposed to be 
family.. | thought by "beating" he meant a smack on the ass with a belt.. not purple fingermarks across his 


shoulders... 
Fuck, | was such an idiot. Why did | have to say it like that? Now | felt like a class-A asshole. 


"Bill.. Im sorry, | didn't mean--" | began. But | couldn't think of what else to say. He was crying into his hands, 
hidden by his curtain of red hair. It was just long enough to hide his head. In between his crying, he was 
coughing. That's right.. he said he was sick 


| swallowed hard. It hurt. | had to do something, anything. Anything for him.. My heart started pounding. | 
gripped my T-shirt nervously. | never got nervous, not me. Before | knew it, | was next to him, our legs 


touching. It was all happening so fast, before | could stop it. What was | doing, anyway? 


| put my arm around his waist, since his shoulders were tender. He was soft. | squeezed him towards me 
gently. Oh my fucking God, what the hell was | thinking? What the hell was | doing? Jeff! Earth to Jeff! Stop it, 
stop it now! He's going to hate you-he doesn't like to be touched in that way-not by a guy! Stop! 


He didn't hit me. He didn’t pull away. He didn't resist. He didn't even move. It was almost like he allowed me to 
pull him closer. What? What was this? Why? My heart was still hammering so hard | was worried that he 
could somehow feel it in my arm! But in my numb head, a thought floated past: "If he let me do that, will he 


let me--*" 


No! | shook my head to clear that away. No way! But it was like my body was moving on its own, like it didn't 
have a fucking brain telling it not to do what it was doing. | pulled him into me, his head sank slowly onto my 
shoulder. Once again, he didn't resist. He laid there, against my shoulder, crying quietly, occasionally coughing to 
clear some of the fluid in his throat. It sounded awful. We stayed like that. | prayed he couldn't hear my heart 


racing. 
A soft patter on the roof, like a thousand pins falling on it. It was raining. 


| loved it. | shouldn't have loved it. l'm not supposed to. But | did. His warm cheek rested against my shoulder. | 
could feel the tears falling onto it, being soaked up by the fabric. My arm was still wrapped gently around his 
waist. | could feel his unsteady breathing against my arm. | could really feel it every time he coughed, it made 
his whole body shudder. The sound made me cringe. Gently, slowly, | made my next move: | rested my head 


against his. | bit my lip, and held my breath. What would he do next? 


But he didn't do anything. He sighed. But | couldn't tell what kind of a sigh it was. And a million thoughts were 
flying through my head. Thoughts that would not fucking go away. Damn. 


"I'm sorry." His beaten, hoarse voice broke our silence. The rain was still clacking on the roof. Why was he 
sorry? | was the one who was cuddling him like a little kid after a nightmare. Shouldn't | be the one who was 
apologizing to him? | wanted to ask him, but he beat me to the punch. "Jeff, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to just 
butt in, with no notice or anything. | didn't mean to drag you into my problems. | shouldn't be crying.” | was 
stunned. What the hell? That's what he was apologizing for? How was that his fault? He didn't inflict that pain 


on himself.. 


"Bill, is not your fault. None of it. You don't have to apologize for a damn thing." | said softly, moving my hand 
up to his head and holding it gently. Wow, his forehead was so warm. "That fucking dick is the one who should 
be apologizing for everything he did. Asshole." He laughed a little, but moaned softly in his throat, it must've 
hurt him. My heart ached again. | didn't want to hear that sound come from him again. | caressed his cheek 


and forehead tenderly. 


"Jeff, | don't want to go home." He said to me, his voice breaking a little. It was still raining. 


"No, no.. | don't want you to go home either, Bill. Don't. You can stay here tonight, if you want. You know | have 
extra sheets and shit. And my bed is big enough, if you don't want to sleep on the floor.” Wow, did | just put 
my foot in my fucking mouth. Did | just ask him to share my bed? Oh, my God. I'm an idiot. 


"| don't want to be alone." This struck me so hard it felt like my breath had stopped in my chest. 


"| know, Bill. | know." 


* * * 


He took off his shirt. Some small leaves fell onto my floor. The dim light revealed his bare chest, a golden light 
illuminated his skin wherever it fell. His hair looked like a glowing flame. | couldn't take my eyes off him. My 
heart started to pound again. He just.. he looked so perfect. How the hell was he so perfect? He was slender, 
not too skinny, but just enough to look normal, even though the bruises on his back and stomach said 
otherwise. | couldn't stop looking at him as he take off his shoes, socks and jeans too. Bill Bailey stood there 
now in nothing but his boxer shorts. He caught my eye, noticing | was staring. 


"Jeff? What's up?" | snapped out of my daze. 


"What? Oh. Sorry, | was just looking at your bruises. | didn't mean to stare." | stammered, trying to hide my 
real intentions. Ha. | blew that one. He looked away. His face was red. | bet he saw right through me. Did it 
freak him out? Or did it excite me? 


"Oh." His voice sounded heavy, down. Crap. | screwed up again. But maybe there was a way to save this night. | 


just wanted to make him feel better-right? Yeah! That's all 


| got off the bed and walked toward him. He saw me in front of him, avoiding my eyes. | titled his head up to 
look at me. He did. | stared into his glowing green eyes. He stared back into my grey/hazel ones. There were no 
words. But we bowed our heads, our foreheads touching. But | bowed my head lower, resting against his neck. | 
felt his pulse against my cheek. His neck was so warm. | had never been so close to anyone before, especially 


not him. But he didn't pull away. My head was still there, resting against his neck. | heard him swallow. 


What happened next, | didn't expect, not even in my wildest fucking dreams. He took my hands. He took my 
hands gently. He took my hands in his. He led me to my own bed. | slid in under the covers, smooth as butter. 
He got in next to me, grabbing the lamp switch as he did so. We were now in total darkness. But we faced each 
other. | could feel his breath on me, could hear it as it left his body. | stared at him. He stared back. | moved 
closer to him. He mirrored me. | brushed my face against his chest under the sheets. He felt so hot to the 


touch, and it drove me crazy. | had to control myself, | had to-- 


| buried my face into his ribcage and took a deep breath, trying to calm what | sincerely hoped wasn't an 
erection in bloom. Goddammit. | felt his chin come down on my head, and a pair of warm hands wrap around 
my shoulders. His hands. They were cut up from all the times he used to hop fences. He was good at that. 


He pressed me a little closer to his chest. He was so warm.. | could feel his chest move slightly as he 
breathed. And, though it was really far away and very quiet, | thought | heard his heart beating. That must be 
a beautiful sound.. Maybe one day | can lay with him and listen to it, and forget about everything: Indiana, high 
school, lost loves, misery. None of that mattered. At this moment, | just wanted to be close to him. Maybe he 
knew how | felt. Maybe he always had. | didn't know. | didn't want to ask.. not now. Maybe he wanted that too.. 


He wrapped his arms around my waist, clasping his hands together. | wrapped mine around his neck, careful not 
to touch his bruises. We looked at each other. | couldn't tell what expression he had on his face, but | don't 
think it was uncomfortable. He seemed more relaxed. | have no idea what he saw in me, but | hope it was good. 


| really do, with all my heart. 


We fell asleep, holding each other until the sun came up. 


3 AM 


Author's Notes: 
| am back on track! Dear Lord, | thought I'd never write again. Life has been so crazy lately, but | managed to 
churn something out. | just have to work myself back up to it again 


As | mentioned earlier, these chapters are not in chronological order, but you will know approximately when 


they are, | promise. Anyway, thanks to all who stuck with me and my craziness. You rock. m/ 


"Izzy! Izzy, wake the fuck up!" Someone was shaking me hurriedly, their voice trembling. But | couldn't tell with 
what. | was still sorta high. But | was also sleepy. | wanted to sleep, why couldn't they all just let me sleep? 


"Izzy!" The last one got through. | open my dope-laced eyes blearily. The only lamp | owned in my bedroom had 
been turned on. And Duff was standing over me, his normally pleasant face was panicky. | glanced at my alarm 
clock: 2:47am. Damn.. was it that early? Why the hell was | being woken up now? 

"D-Duff?" | yawned, trying to rub the heroin out of my eyes. "Dude, | was sleeping.. What is it?" 

‘lm sorry to wake you Izzy, | really am, but we have a big problem." Duff said with a straight face. | stared. 
This wasn't an April Fool's joke; this was serious. | yawned again, but | sat up, looking at the worried face of my 


friend, trying to read him. What could possibly have Duff this scared? 


"What's wrong, man? Someone turn blue?" | brushed my messy black hair out of my face. Duff's nerves were 
starting to get me too; | could feel my fingers trembling, and my heart was pounding in my throat. Please, God, 
please don't let anyone turn blue.. 


"No. Its Axl" Duff said, helping me stand. His hand was shaking too. "Izzy..something's really wrong. | mean, | 
know he's had this throat infection for weeks now, but.. this isn't normal, this is really bad. His temperature's 
really high, and he seems like he's having trouble breathing. He says his heart hurts." 


"What?" | stared at him, my jaw on the floor. Duff led me into the hall and next door to the room that Slash 


and Axl shared. Their lamp was on, illuminating the rock posters and pictures that littered the wall. 


Steven was there, sitting quietly on Slash's empty bed, surveying the scene. Slash, in his torn sweatpants and 
Aerosmith T-shirt was sitting cross-legged on Axl's bed, the covers half-falling on the floor. Axl, in his plaid 
pajama pants and black tank top, was laying in bed, almost on his stomach, covers drawn up to the middle of 
his chest. His flame-red hair was strewn all over his shoulders and the pillow. Slash had one hand on his back. 
Axl looked horrible: his cheeks were really pink, his forehead dotted with beads of sweat that ran down his 
face. His eyes were closed, he looked really weak, and his breathing sounded ragged and shallow. | saw his hands 
clenched against his chest; he seemed to be in a lot of pain. Shit, it was so hard for me to see him look like 
this. He'd been sick a lot when we were younger-he'd even had scarlet fever when were I5 but even that 


didn't compare to this. Slash looked up at us when we walked in. 


"| don't know what's wrong," Slash said, his voice shaking a little. "I have no idea.. he feels really hot and he's 
shivering. He has a horrible cough and his breathing isn't right. | don't what to do to help him." 


"Think this is the same thing he's had for almost a month?" Duff asked everyone. | didn't know. What the hell 
do | know about this kind of shit? I'm not a doctor. We all collectively shrugged. Axl cried out in pain, curling 
into himself a little more. Slash rubbed his back gently. 


"IFs ok, man. We're here. It's ok" Slash said softly, in the most soothing voice I'd ever heard come out of his 
mouth. In between the short gasps of air, he coughed shrilly into his hand Even that seemed to hurt him. 

| walked forward slowly towards Axl. He opened his eyes and looked up at me. And that seemed to be enough: 
he flung his arms around my waist and buried in his face into my belly. Holy shit, he did feel really hot. | 
stroked his long, sweat-soaked hair off of his forehead, sitting down on the bed. He rested his head in my lap, 
his breathing really shallow and ragged. | didn't even notice the heat creeping up my own face. | wanted to 
comfort him; it was so hard seeing him this way.. It broke my fucking heart. | stroked his hot cheek, brushing 


damp strands of hair away from his face. 


"IFs ok, baby, it's ok. Its gonna be ok" | said softly, swirling my fingers across his cheek, tracing patterns. | 
thought back to all those times in my room in Indiana when we laid in bed together for hours, listening to each 
other's breathing, forgetting about the whole damn world. Dammit, Axl, what's wrong? What's going on with 
you? | want to take it away- 


The whole room was looking at me; three sets of eyes staring at me for some answers that were maybe 
printed on my face in bold letters. | looked at all of them, faltering a little. Ok, | guess they were looking to me 
for what the fuck to do.. Like | knew better..But, | swallowed, smoothing Axl's hair out and caressing his 
exposed shoulders. They felt hot too. No person should feel that hot, or cough like that, or breathe in such a 


choked, gasping way. Something was wrong. Something was so wrong. Axl, hang in there, ok? 

"Someone get on the phone and call an ambulance." | said to the room. And | was dead-serious; | wasn't going to 
let him suffer. Not the man who had been through hell with me, who meant the fucking world to me. If | could 
rip the oxygen from my own lungs and give it to him, | would have. l-I loved him.. 


Duff picked up the phone without question. Dammit, Axl, please hang in there. 


| love you. 


Snow Days 


Author's Notes: 
| got another one! This one wouldn't END though! | am so sorry about the length of this chapter.. please bear 
with me! We'll be back to 1986 in the next chapter. | think that is the format | am going to use. 


Thanks to all who have reviewed and stuck with me faithfully as | iron out all the bugs (*sizzling!*)! It means 


more than | can ever say! m/ 


Mom was knocking on my door, way too fucking early. Really, mom? Really? Can't | have five more fucking 


minutes of sleep? Damn. | wiggled further under my icy sheets. | hate winter.. 


"Jeff? Honey? The school district office called. School's been canceled today.. | guess because of the snow." | 
heard her voice through the door. Snow? What snow? There was snow? | opened an eye and stared through 
the blinds, forgetting that | couldn't see out the window. Shuffling across the cold carpet, | crossed to my 
window and peaked out through the blinds. Sure enough, mom was right: a thick white blanket of snow covered 
everything in sight. Our bushes were buried under white mountains; | could hear the blue jays in the bush 
protesting against the weather angrily. Huh. Well what do you know? 


"I gotta get to work, ok?" Mom stuck her head in my room. "Your brother went out to play in the snow with 
Andy up the street. There's food in the freezer, or if Pizza Hut is open, you can try ordering, ok?" | rolled my 
eyes, but still maintained my level of cool. 


"Gotcha, Mom." | got back into bed and rolled over away from her. Just go to work and let me go back to 
sleep, ok? | heard my door shut quietly. Her footsteps padded down the hall. A snow day, huh? That didn't 
happen that often. | mean, we got the occasional inch or two, but all that shit out there looked like at least 4 
inches, maybe more. And it was still falling; the sky was pure white, just like the ground and everything else. 
Oh well. What did | care? Meant | could sleep until whenever | wanted, and | could put off doing Mr. Walsh's 
English assignment. Which was good, because it was only half-done anyway. | rolled over, and shut my eyes. 


Now | was wide awake. Fuck. 


Fuck me fucking sideways. This always happened every time | was woken up. Damn it. So much for going back 
to bed. | shivered in the cold sheets. And why the fuck did Mom turn the heat down again? Was she trying to 
freeze us all? | yanked the covers up over my head irritably. This was pissing me off. According to my beat 
up alarm clock, it was just after 1:30. First period would be starting in a few minutes. If we'd had school. Ms. 


Baumgardner would be starting her drone about dividing by irrational numbers right about now.. 


| drifted into sleep. Then | heard tapping on the window. 


"Fucking helll" | moaned, flipping back the cold blankets and shaking my head like a dog so | could actually see. 
Now the blue jays were pitching a fit about the weather, and taking it out on me. Little fuckers. Next time | 
saw one of them, they were dead. Every last one of them. Cursing and grumbling under my breath, | stomped 
towards the icy window and pulled back the blinds. But it wasn't a bluejay. | blinked and rubbed my eyes to 


make sure | was actually seeing what | thought | was seeing. 


It was Bill. His face was rosy pink with the cold, and he looked like he was shivering; his breath fogged up the 
glass. His emerald-green coat was buttoned all the way up to his thin, white neck, his red hair barely poking 
out under it. He had a blue hat on, covering his forehead. Snowflakes dotted his hair. He looked like he had a 
bad case of dandruff. When he saw me, he waved. | laughed and waved through the glass. Suddenly | didn't feel 


quite so cranky anymore. | unlocked the window and pushed the screen up to let the Eskimo in. 


"Hey, man" He smiled, his teeth chattering, even though he was (sort-of) out of the cold. He tracked the snow 
in with him, drops of water clung to the fibers of the carpet. Without even waiting for a response, he started 
stripping off his wet and cold things, and dropped them on the floor next to my bed. Totally normal. | smiled 
and shook my head. Something inside of me glowed at seeing him. That was normal. Right? 


"Well, good morning to you too, fucker." | smirked, brushing my hair back | kicked his wet things into a corner 
where they could just lay, wet and cold. | didn't care, and he didn't either. We were lb. The only things we cared 
about then were fun, booze, pot and getting laid. Those were some good times.. "I guess you got the memo 


about school being canceled?" 


"Yeah, Mom told me right as | was getting my coat on. | was like ‘Mom? For real?" He laughed, patting what 
was left of the snowflakes out of his hair. "My brother and sister were still in bed yet, if you believe that 


one. 


"What? No! You mean you were actually going to go to school today?" | said, sitting back on the bed. The fact 
that | was still in my pajamas did not bother me (or him, seemingly) one bit. "Hold the phone: Bill Bailey, going 


to school?" 


‘Oh, shut it. Ass." Bill snapped back, only half-joking. "I go sometimes." He ended in a mumble. | smiled. | knew. 
"Hey, is it ok if | hang out today? Mom had to go to work early today, and Dad doesn’t go until noon. Plus, 
Stuart and Amy both went back to sleep. And you know how fun it is to hang out with your fucking parents." 
He rolled his eyes. 


"Yeah, sure, man. No problem. Yeah, Mom went to work already. And Joe is off at one of his friend's houses or 
some shit. | was just going to sleep all day, but the damn bluejays were keeping me up. Oh! | got another 
Zeppelin record the other day. From my uncle over in Indianapolis? Want to listen to it?" God, why the fuck was 
| talking so much? It's like my mouth didn't have a damn filter. | felt like some stupid boy-crazy teenage girl. 


"Yeah, sounds good!" His brightened up. He loved music, no matter what it was, he was always willing to give it 
a listen. It was just something that drove him. And me too, | guess. He flipped off his shoes and took off his 


socks, basically making himself at home. For all the time he spent here, this was his second home. 


"Is up on the top shelf. Joe threw it up there yesterday after | accidentally broke his Beatles cassette. | 
guess he was trying to piss me off" | pointed to my tall bookcase, which towered over us both. The record 
was hanging off the very edge of the shelf, within fingertip's reach. | stood on tiptoes to try to reach it, but | 
was literally a few micro-whatever short. Joe was a whole 5 inches taller than me. Bastard. | turned to Bill, 


who was two inches or so taller. "Think you can reach it?" 


"ll try." Bill said, moving in front of me to reach it. He too reached as far as he could with his left hand. | 
noticed. That was really weird, the guy was right handed. His right hand was obviously closer to the record, so 


why didn't he use it? He bumped the corner of the jacket. "Shit. Slippery fucker." 


"Why don't you try using your other hand? Might be easier?" | suggested from behind as he strained to reach 
it, He was reaching as far as could with his off hand. At my question he flinched. Now a red flag went up in 
my head. Was | missing something? | was kinda fucking oblivious at times, so that was definitely a possibility. 
But now that | thought about it.. | went back to when | watched him take his jacket off-- 


He unbuttoned his coat left-handed, took off his hat one-handed, and flipped off his shoes without even using 
his hands at all. None of those times had he used his right hand. How the hell did | not notice it right away! 
God dammit! Fuck! | was such a fucking idiot! Again! Not again! No! This was too much! 


He was still trying to grab the record. | put my hand on his shoulder. He stopped and turned around. His off- 


green eyes widened slightly at the hazel fire burning in mine. 


"Bill," | said slowly and meaningfully. "What's wrong with your hand?" He swallowed, hard. | saw it. | knew what 
happened this time. And last time. And those thousands of other times he showed up here weird or crying. It 
was that fucking monster of a father he got saddled with. All those nights | sat up with him as he cried his 
fucking eyes out, shushing him and telling him everything was going to be ok, when | wasn't sure if it really 
would bel Fuck! Bill.| wanted to protect you, dammit! And | couldn't even do that! What the fuck good was |? 


He stammered, his face flushing as red as his hair. He wasn't a good liar, not by any means. 


"Oh, | fell getting out of the shower last night. It's still a bit sore. No big deal though. A few days of rest and 
it'll be fine." Bill shrugged, trying to pass it off as casual. That may work on other people, but not on me. | 
knew him too well. | knew what was going on inside of him whether he chose to acknowledge it or not. | knew 
when he was upset, when he was ill, when he was happy, everything. And | knew sure as fuck when he was 


lying. Hurt, burning hurt somewhere deep in my buried heart smoldered. | didn't like being lied to. Especially not 
by him. He tried to turn away, but | grabbed his forearm and held it tight. He tugged. 


"Let go, Jeff. What's your problem?" Bill struggled, frustrated and irritated. But he didn't scare me at all. | was 
concerned, but | was also firm. | needed to let remind him that | wasn't going to take any of his crap. He should 
know that by now. He tried to play off like he was mad. But | could see in his eyes that he wasn't, his eyes 


flashed electric blue when he was angry. They were sea-green and beautiful, just like the rest of him. 


"Bill, what happened? Please tell me. I'm your friend, remember? You can tell me anything." | said, trying a 
gentler but still serious tone. | was worried, so worried. Why wouldn't he show me his wrist? What did it look 
like? 


"Don't worry about it" Bill mumbled, turning away and making to put his coat back on. Wait, what? Why was he 


leaving? Bill, don't go! Please. I'm sorry, | didn't mean to push it. Dammit, don't leave- 
‘Bill, wait, please-"I said, slightly desperately, grabbing his wrist to stop him from grabbing his shoes. 
A thin, tearing, agonized scream and my blood ran cold. Oh, fuck- 


He dropped to his knees, crying and cradling his wrist to his chest. | had never seen him go so white before. 
Tears splashed down his front, dotting his light jeans. | sat on the ground next to him, guilt gnawing at me like 
acid. Shit, shit, shit.. | grabbed the injured one.. How fucking dumb was |?! 


"Bill-l'm so sorry-" | reached out my hand, intending to squeeze his shoulder comfortingly. Seeing this, his eyes 


got wide, like a deer caught in the headlights and scrambled away from me. | was stunned. 


"No, no! Get away!" He cried, still clutching his wrist to him tightly. | stared, tears welling up in my eyes. Oh, 
my God.. tears. Tears! | was crying! Crying for him, at the pain | had caused him, the fear | had dragged up in 
him. | imagined his stepfather standing over him, belt raised, bringing it down over his red head over and over.. 


the screams and pleas.. No, nol! 


| crawled to him on my knees. He was now against the wall under the window, his chest heaving, frightened. My 
hands shaking, tears falling with the snow, | pulled him into me slowly, holding him to me. | could feel him 
resisting, shaking against me, whimpering like a kicked puppy. Gently, | stroked his hair and sang softly in his 
ear, pressing him into my chest. He exhaled shakily into my shirt. | squeezed his shoulder, like | had intended to 
do. 


| don't know how much time passed. We just sat there on my floor, resting against the wall. Bill had relaxed 
into my chest, and | had my arms clasped around his shoulders tenderly. | could feel the warmth of his body 
mixing with mine. My face flushed and | could feel my heart racing a little. It felt so soothing, if not for him 
than for me, to hold him so close to me. His sobs died away. Finally, | tilted his chin up so | could look at him. 
His green eyes were bloodshot and tear-streaked. It broke my heart to see him that way. He was too beautiful 
for that fucking animal to hurt him so much. | caressed his flawless face with my hand, it felt like smooth 


milk. 


"|-| failed a test." Bill said in a thick voice, not shifting his gaze from mine. | could piece the rest together. 
That bastard, he was no man of God, he was scum of the Earth. Fuck him. Bill settled into me more and gently 
nuzzled my neck. My heart shot into my throat; | wasn't expecting that. | rubbed his back. 


"Bill," | said softly. He looked back up at me with those crystalline eyes. | drank in his beauty for a half a 


second, it always took my breath away. "Can | look at your hand?" He swallowed hard, but he nodded nervously. 


He stripped off his coat and rolled back his sleeve. My eyes widened. 


His wrist had swollen to three times it's usual size, it looked like an inflated rubber glove. Bright purple and 
green bruises were smeared across it on one side. It looked ugly, and painful for damn sure. | turned it over in 


my hand gently. He winced in pain 


‘lm sorry.tll try to be more gentle." | said. He nodded. He looked like he trusted me again, he was resting his 
head against my neck, watching me look at his hand. It didn't look broken, but it did look bad. | wondered if | 
should find Joe and see if he could take him to the ER just in case; Joe didn't care about church enough to 
rub elbows with Reverend Bailey, and wasn't likely to tell him. "Can you bend your fingers?" He did, but he 
moaned softly in pain. Good. At least he could move his fingers. That was good. 


"| don't think anything's broken. It just looks like a pretty bad sprain.only it isn't so pretty." | said, still eying it. 
"Can | wrap it for you?" Bill looked up at me. 


"Can-can we stay like this a little longer?" He asked, his cheeks blushing a rosy pink. | could feel a heatwave 
crawling up my own face, feeling the blood rising to the surface under my cheeks. | smoothed his chin-length 
hair away from his face. It was soft and silky. 


"Sure, but we should take care of your hand first. Wrapping it up might make it hurt less and help the 
swelling. | said, getting up off the floor carefully so as not to knock him over. | scanned my room. Damn, | just 


saw that first-aid kit last night when | needed a Band-Aid.. Why can't | ever keep track of my shit? 


"Aha." | said, as | saw it sticking out slightly from under my bed. | took out the ACE bandage in it, sat back on 
the floor in front of him and softly started to wrap up Bill's injured wrist. He sat still, but he grimaced and 
winced as | rolled the bandage around his hurt wrist. | gave the guy credit for that. | taped it shut. He 
surveyed it. 


"Thank you, Jeff" He said, holding it to his chest again. And a small smile crept onto his face. | smiled back. | 
would do anything for him, anything to see that gorgeous smile of his. He leaned in and his soft lips met mine 
in a flash of fire and white silk. My heart pounded, my face flushed.oh my God, oh my God, oh my God! Bill 
was kissing me! He was kissing me! Holy shit! Was this real? Was | still sleeping? My heart was thumping-could 
he feel it-? It felt amazing! It was like | was melting into him! My hand came up to the back of his neck, 
stroking it under the soft ends of his hair that fell there, running my fingers through the strands.| never 
wanted it to stop- 


But he pulled back, looking at me with warm eyes. | looked back. And | was ok with it. He moved in between my 
splayed legs and settled back into me, laying his head against my chest. It felt so warm there, so wonderful. 
Holy fuck, it was like a high-and | never wanted to come down | sighed contentedly, and breathed in the smell 
of him; peppermint and some kind of cologne. | liked it a lot. It was very..him. He was ok with this-l breathed, 
trying to slow my heart down, knowing that from the position of his head on my chest, he could hear it racing. 
| wrapped my arms around his shoulders, being careful to mind his hand. He was ok with being close like this. 


Calm down, Jeffrey. Calm down. Just enjoy this. It's ok to do that. Right? 


Bill sighed into me, and | felt his shoulders relax as breathed. 


"Hey, did you still want to listen to that Zeppelin record?" | asked, gently rubbing the skin above his collar. He 


mumbled, sounding as if he were half-asleep. 


"Fuck the record." He laughed deeply and softly, not moving from his position. And | didn't move either. | smiled 
down at the top of his red head. | always did like the warm color of his hair. 


"No problem." | said warmly, caressing his cheek. 


If you ask me, | think it should snow in Indiana more often. 


3 AM Revisited 


Author's Notes: 
Hi again! 


As | have mentioned on more recent ventures, | am in fact trying to get more writing accomplished, especially 


now that | work night shift and have absolutely nothing else to do with my free time. 3 


| did do my medical research for this, plus my mom is a nurse, but if | got some stuff wrong, please let me 
know! This is based on true events (albeit loosely, but still), as Axl did actually have this illness in his lifetime 
(before age 30), and it is a nasty illness to contract. That is why | advise everyone to get ANY AND ALL strep 
throats with fevers checked by a doctor! 


This chapter would not have been possible with my special co-writer sgSixx and her amazing creative abilities, 


as well as her godly editing prowess. Thank you! And thanks to you all for being..well..you. :-) 


The room was dead silent except for Axl's labored breathing. Dammit.. He didn't sound good at all. Every set of 
eyes in the room watch us peculiarly. | can see their burning questions all over their faces: why was | holding 
Axl in my arms like he was my kid? What were we hiding? What was it about us? For now they will just have 
to be left to wonder. It doesn't matter right now. Tenderly, | brush his damp, fiery hair away from his rosy, 
flushed cheeks. His eyes were closed, and his hands were balled up at his chest. His normally milky skin was the 


color of a strawberry's insides. In the distance, there were sirens.. 


My eyes darted to the night stand. Black spoon, used needles, powdery residues, and enough empty bottles of 
booze to fill an entire dumpster. We had an entire collection of paraphernalia to run a processing plant. Not 
good. | looked down to Axl in my lap again. Also not good. Somehow he looked even worse by the second. | felt 
his forehead again. His fever had to be well over 103, he felt so hot-holy shit, at this rate he was going to 


overheat- 


"Um Axe," | said to him softly, "We can't let the paramedics come in here. There's too much shit to hide, too 
many questions. | need you to get up. We have to get you outside, ok?" 


| felt him nod, his cheek brushing my stomach lightly. Trying not to hurt him, | pushed him up by his 
shoulders into a sitting position and that horrible hacking cough flared up again. His hand flew to his chest as 
the coughing all but drained him. My heart physically hurt to see him like that.my friend, my-my lover-in so 


much pain and suffering..And there was nothing | could do.. 


| put his right arm around my shoulder and held it there by his slender wrist and wrapped my left arm 
around his thin waist. Jesus, | think he might actually be skinner than me. How could | fucking let him get this 
sick? He was my goddamn best friend! Oh yeah, because l'm a junkie. | might not be sloppy like Slash and Stevie, 


but that ability does lie in me. Sometimes | found myself in the middle of a week long binge where | never 
moved from one spot. | grabbed his blanket off his bed and wrapped it securely around him; he was shivering 


like he was cold. Fuck. | really screwed up this time.. l-l loved him.. 


Trying not to drop him, | stood up slowly and hoisted Axl's weight with me. He wasn't in any condition to move 
on his own anymore. The guys parted like the Red Sea and allowed me all the space in the world to get Axl 
downstairs and outside. Duff and Stevie tried to help, but | pushed them away. They'd just get in the way. | 
needed to do this. | had to. 


By the time we reached the front door, the ambulance was pulling up to the crumbling curb. Axl was coughing 
so hard he could barely move; he gasped for air in between the fits. And without warning, his entire weight 
dropped on my shoulder and his waist dipped painfully in my left arm, almost wrenching it out of its socket. 
But the searing pain | was now feeling in my shoulder and neck was nothing compared to the painful knot of 
panic that rapidly exploded in my chest. | glanced down at Axl. No, no- 


"Axl!" | cried, but he didn't say a word. He was completely silent. Hot, burning tears pricked the corner of my 
eyes, eating at them like acid. No, no, no, no, no, no.. Images flashed through my head-were we too late? What 


if they couldn't save him? God, no, | couldn't lose him! He was my everything! 


"Axl" | screamed, shaking him as best | could and struggling to hold him up. | was much stronger before | 
became a stupid junkie. The paramedics swooped in and whisked him from my arms, blanket and all. Everyone 
else spills out onto the front lawn hurriedly. | ran after the paramedics, tears still stinging my eyes. Axl, please 
be ok, please- 


They loaded him in the back of the ambulance and immediately strapped an oxygen mask to his face and 


started an lV. | leapt into the back of the ambulance too. There was no way they were going to take him away 
from me like that! 


"Izzy, what should we do?" Duff stuttered at me, looking at me in worry. Slightly ashamed of myself, | dabbed 
at my eyes briskly. Get ahold of yourself, Izzy. These guys are counting on you. 


"Call Tom. Tell him what happened. Get the bills covered" | said quickly as the doors slammed shut and | could 


no longer see the guys. Please, guys, call Tom. We need him. 


The questions come flying at me as one paramedic grabs a clipboard while the other checks Axl's blood 


pressure. | sat heavily on the metal bench. It was cold and unforgiving. 
"Name and birthday?" 


"W. Axl Rose. Feburary bth 62," | answered and wiped my running nose on my tattered shirt collar. | couldn't 


stop the tears from welling up again, especially when | looked over at Axl's flushed face, unresponsive. 


"And what seems to be the difficulty with Mr. Rose?" He asked me, like the routine questions bored him. My 


brows furrowed, and anger boiled in my stomach. You irritating little motherfucker! 


"Fucking look at him manl" | motion to Axl's motionless body. | could only guess the prick saw the bruises on 
my arms. Normally | shot up in places that weren't quite so noticeable, but fuck, you start running out of 


veins to hit easily. "Dammit, asshole, look at him, not mel" 
The paramedic blinked, obviously taken aback, and cleared his throat. "Has he taken any drugs?" 


"No." | said, calming down and quickly doing an inventory of my arms before trying to hide them by folding 
them. 


"Does he have any insurance that you know of?" 


"Do we look like we have health insurance?" It was the truth. Not a happy one, but the truth nonetheless. | 
watched his eyes scan Axl for track marks too. He would need a fucking magnifying glass to find them though. 
Axl was no angel, he shot up a bunch of times with me over the years, but he'd never made a daily habit of 
it. Plus | always shot him up because he was too scared of missing his veins. | was much more delicate with 
him than | was myself. | never missed on him once. Nor did | ever keep using the same spot until it left track 
marks. The same used to apply to me too, but not anymore. Now | have fucking road maps on the backs of my 
hands and tops of my feet. Jewelery covered my wrists, which almost look like | tried slashing them; the track 


marks are so bad. 


The paramedic started hooking him up to machines and pulled out a stethoscope. He listened to Axis chest and 
suddenly his face changed faster than a set of traffic lights. 


"Put a rush on it, this one's got myocarditis." He said urgently to the driver. | heard the concern in his voice. 


My heart was pounding so hard | was sure it was going to break my ribs. 


"W-what's that?" | asked, feeling like the air in my lungs had suddenly vanished. The paramedic looked at me as 
he took off his stethoscope. 


"An inflammation of the heart that can kill your friend if we don't get him to a hospital soon” 


My entire world came shattering down around me, slashing me into microscopic pieces. | wanted to vomit right 
there on the shiny floor of some LA. Ambulance, and | almost did. Fuck the track marks. | reached forward and 
took Axl's lifeless, |V-infused hand. It was burning hot and sweaty. Baby, please don't go.. Don't leave me where 
| can't chase after you, you crazy bastard... 


The ambulance reached the hospital. They quickly unloaded Axl and five doctors rush him away through a set 
of doors and they wouldn't let me come. | cursed and found my way to the stuffed waiting room with standing 
room only. No way in hell was | waiting in there, full of people bleeding and coughing, and kids crying. The 
energy was sad and miserable and | just couldn't. hated hospitals... 


| sat on the curb outside and chain smoked until my head pounded. I'd be needing a fix soon and | don't have 
shit on me. A mild panic flickered in my head, but | shoved the thoughts away and concentrate on Axl. My 
thoughts were whirling around my head like a defective washing machine. How was Axl? Was he ok? Was he 
alive? Was he in pain? My eyes clouded over. | drew my knees up to my eyes, letting my fifteenth cigarette in 
and an hour and a half fall and smolder on the blacktop below my shredded boots. | wanted to cry so badly but 
the tears that were hanging around in the corners of my eyes refused to fall for some fucking reason, even 


though it felt like my own heart was dying inside of me. 

When | finally pulled my shit together to return inside some two hours later, they told me they had him in a 
room and said he was sleeping. Before they could talk to me properly, | rushed by and quickly sought out his 
room. | gently pushed the door open, terrified of what | would find, my heart aching with how fast it was 
pounding. | swallowed hard. 

The room was very dim, but | could see him perfectly. They had him in a hospital gown that matched the 
white sheets he was covered by. God he was gonna to hate that. His skin wasn't as red, only his cheeks were 
still a little pink | guess his fever broke. They still had him on oxygen. | could see the mask fog up and dissipate 
as he breathed. The horrible cough had stopped. His breathing sounded better but it still sounded a little 
ragged. | looked around his bedside. There were various machines hooked up to him, showing his breathing, 


temperature and heart rate. IV poles were scattered about. 


| just stood and watched him in silence. My relief that he was alive was battling my worry and concern for the 


state he was currently in | wasn't sure how long stood there before | heard a woman's voice. "Who are you?" 


| turned slightly to see a nurse in scrubs. She looked to be about my age, maybe slightly older. At least Axl 
would have cute nurses to flirt with. Though that thought did piss me off slightly. 


"Izzy," | said quietly. 

"Is he what?" She asked coming over and checking things on Axl. 

"No. Izzy.my name..with Z's." 

"Oh," she said suddenly, "That's what he meant when he was saying ‘Is he" 

My heart stopped for a second and | swallow hard. "He asked for me?" 

‘| guess so, he wasn't really all there you know?" She shrugs. "We did have him heavily sedated." 


Tears stung in my eyes again and | had to blink them away. He asked for me or at least thought of me and | 


wasn't there... 


"Is he ok now?" | softly ask her. 


"He's stable for now. He has rheumatic fever; which is a strep throat infection in the heart. As you have seen, 
it is not something to take lightly. You were very lucky you got him here when you did, he seemed to have 
been sick with this for several weeks. He's going to need a lot of rest, especially since his heart took the worst 
of the illness. His heart rate was so fast and irregular that we had to shock into a normal rhythm again, a 
perfectly normal procedure. At the moment, he is on some morphine and fentanyl, as well as some heavy- 
strength antibiotics and fluids. Cardiology wants to keep him for at least the rest of the night to monitor him." 
She answered officially. "This disease is known to leave some lasting scarring to the tissues in the heart, but 
we've done an ultrasound and there doesn't seem to be any permanent damage. | think it is safe to say that he 


will make a full recovery." 


| nodded, thankful for that tiny shred of hope. It was a lot to keep up with. | was still reeling in the joy that he 


was ok. 
‘It's well past visiting hours, but I'll let you hang around for a while, until my shift ends at least.” She smiles. 


"Thank you." | softly reply and watch as her eyes flutter away from me and her cheeks blush. That's funny, 
she finds me attractive. The girls usually want Axl. She leaves and shuts the door softly. 


| pull a chair up to Axls side and look down at his serene, flushed face. When he slept was the only time he 
ever appeared so contented. Innocent and untouched by the reality of his life. | brushed his sweaty, slightly 
mangled hair from his damp forehead. He felt a little cooler now. | could see his eyeballs rolling under his eye 
lids. Then suddenly they slightly parted to show me green | tried not to choke on my own breath as my heart 
stops. 


| smiled. | smoldered. | melted under his gaze. My knees trembled. He was the only one in the world that could 
make me feel like this, like some love-sick puppy. 


"I thought you left. | saw flashes of-people-doctors—but no one else.not you." His deep, weak voice managed 


from behind the mask and coughed. 


| squeezed his shoulder, and | felt captivated by how warm it was, even though he wasn't running much of a 
fever anymore. It brought me back to those nights back in Indiana, when we sat on my porch swing in the 
backyard, gazing up the clear stars shining overhead. The humid air mixed with the smell of good old sweet 
leaf, smoke spiraling lazily towards the moon. It was like something out of a Lynyrd Skynyrd song. Sometimes | 
got so high I'd just rest my head on his shoulder; the perfect shelf for my head, and just gently nuzzle his 
neck, basking in his scent and his warmth. | felt cold all the time, and he always felt like he had a small fire 
burning inside of him. | loved those times.. But now | stared into his eyes and gently shook my head, those 


tears that were stuck finally falling as | smiled in overwhelming relief. He's ok, even if it's just for now. He's ok.. 


| made to dab at my eyes, but a weak, slow hand came up to my face before | could reach it. He caressed my 
cheek, his fingertips as smooth as butter, still slightly warmer than normal. | could feel his fingers shaking a 
little, maybe from the anesthetic they had given him. He gently dabbed my tears away as best as he could. He 


never took his sea-green eyes off of me. | was never so happy in my life. 


"l-Don't cry, Izzy.. | didn't mean to worry you like-that. Please don't cry. l-l love you." Axl breathed slowly, still 
holding my gaze. My smile grew bigger and more watery. My nose ran like a faucet with the knob broken off. 
But | didn't care it. Fuck it. | was here with him, and it was where | wanted to be. 


| scooted closer to him and rested my head carefully on his chest, throwing my arm across him, trying not to 
disturb the machinery. His warmth enveloped me like a hot bath, and even though he was sweaty, | didn't care. 
| could lose myself in him. He had that power over me. The nurse wasn't lying about his heart; it definitely felt 
faster than normal against my cheek, and | could hear his blood flowing loudly in-between the beats. But. liked 
it; it didn't sound like it was going to explode, or anything like that. Just.fast. | relaxed into him, sighing. It felt 

like | was melting.. and it was the best feeling in the world. | kissed his sternum tenderly. The heat burned my 

lips. He wrapped a soft, warm arm around me and drew me into him, petting my hair softly, twirling his fingers 


through the straggly strands. 


"Don't talk, Axl. I'm here. I'm not going anywhere, | promise." 


